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omewhere in France

A Memorial Song to Commemorate those that made the Supreme Sacrifice
in the Greatest Fight for Freedom that the World has ever seen

Words and Music by Nathan L. Lewis, 123 East 88th Street, New York, Author and Publisher. Copyrighted, 1915. International Copyrights Secured.

THE BATTLE HYMN OF DEMOCRACY. “WHEN WE GET RID OF THE KAISER: THE BATTLE CRY OF FREEDOM
Tune: Battle Hymn of the Repub e roup LR Tune: Rally Round the Flag
There's an angry foc against us Orc mur s Ik AL e gatc Oh the day has fong since fled
And e ey 1o see us i sty When we heard the g
me 5 iy weac ooy o mn him 5 4 S Shouting the battle cry
dis Now the time has co

‘Shouting the battle cry of frecdom.
Chorus,
Choru Fredhit Hurdah! Sl el o me win the war,
Glrg,, (;lmv, nitu,»hu,m' Glory, Glory, Halle- Hurrah ! Hurrah! well nmu the Kaiser oler Fmenom oee like
ki e Mol e et I aar e R ler o we're going o'er the sca, fighting for our
Glory, "lory, Hallehuiah! Thats why we're St spoberey -
st When we get rid of the Kaiser. houting the battle cry of freedom.
Our brows are wreathed with sorrow, hought that he was very great Let the princes flare and i
i t But we'll never be their slay
re deep with care; drench the a
e th sk wilh % houting the battle cry of freedom
His name will then be r
W'l save the arl o
R oot Nowh i the ot ‘Shouting the baulg e oF freedom,
When'we get 1id of the Kaiser. When our honor is at stake,
Choru Then, wel Aght for honges,sake;
BurrahsHirrahl (6 d e agst B s ‘Shouting the batile cry of fréedorn.
Hurrah! Hurrah! to now get rid of some 1L
Of these parasite: paupers for the wrong
veiee o Heayen ihat they have, doner
For deliverence from our plight, When we get rid of the Kaiser. 1 i
That's why were marching on. W know something nov et me say We il e g e il e
Were fighting for the peop! We never knew before, Shoutiog the battle ey ot fresdom.
nd we know ause is just Lut there will come a reck'ning day Wellncveraan
Were Batting with an ¢ r those that made this war, By | w""‘ e pla
That's in for might and lust. I on this sad affray Shiouting the battle cry of freedom.
t s

Thiats iy were unnhlm, on.

" o five in peace,
win Decause we must; When we get rid of the Kaiser. 1 never, never
That's why we're marching on. G Shouting the e ry' %t treedom,
BACK AMONG THE OLD FOLKS HOME Jlugrah UHureald e ve giing foler pEm 5
A ah! 1o make the whole world fret or gre corta |\1; an to win,
armies of democracy well have outing the battle cry of freedom,
words and umvuuv Nathan L. Lewls, 123 Bast o e ILL BE YOUR FRIEND,. DEAR,
S8t Strect, N. Y., Author and Publisher, : ST . BE YOUR FRIEND, DE
Words and Misic by Nathan L. Levie, 123 Kt
SSth Street, N. ¥,, Author and Bublishor,
Coprighted 1318

m a cottage far away
me a son once more 1o stay,

”.\n er many years of wandering all alone,

e beheld the dear old sc : .

In his eyes there came ", Tt 300 .5 e Gentis Rhan ‘1500 4.5 o iy o e G
Wich h‘.l'"h‘u?]".w‘f".‘\"iihi]r"lnl:‘.l:"' sodiet borkss THE FLAG THAT FLEW IN FRONT. I can hear them when they're marching by

KGUNhis fathiee T Hoved dea, [ had a dream one stormy night— 1 e {\'» coor

His sister and his brother standing by L dreamt L went to war gt Mot e ateiet:

As he cast a look around \ad with the fighting at its height ‘ £n. thoy ko “”“J”‘E ‘!"““ e ek
Dl Jdtac el hoats ftoand ihe foe had whelmed us o'er. must . cannot wait no more,

the tears of joy were falling from his eyes. .Hr‘“',i San;
o Aad when our guns began 10 storm Sty e (el Hing gt
among the old folks home once more, We broke our flag in front. L will come again to
|vu u\m at 1..~x my S Chor But I now_must say Fhi
rsaken all thats gay asd D here once i Inpise So now listen dear to me what T will say
ey e Flag that flew the red, white Ch
Back among the old!folks Hiome oncs more as the flag that flew in fro ors.

Seeanidty i a wild hooray we won the day your friend, dear, if you will he mine,
He had ranged the world arc und, r we'll stand, dear, as you'll always find.
He had seen all to be found, ones that fell, ve me your hand, dear, and I one of this

He b m had his fill of plea Mm care f W n that did the stu For I'll be your friend, dear, if you will be mine.
After all these years have flo With the falling night we won the fight §g, e gailed away to France

n he's'in \m home, "And oer flag flew well in fre N ) e

Th always is the same. Und ,mw,. still and with a w i I < to her both ka, wealth and
Ty the dear oid Brile place Th it
Many scenes again he'l race

babyhood and youthfuil careless joys,
years have 1
But he's now back in
And hy his mother's side he's still a boy

ame
the field of honor there
e o .\h\au\h nk of hei
But he vowed that he must frst win i the

And an ame.
We \i“v“ me oy ait and fore S0, one KA oy he did come back,
nd broke our flag in front. With his rifle, sword and
R DEIEGWRITING ONETHE WAL, owthe men marcl home agsin; And with, flowing eyes she. m Tim by the door
When the slate once is written on with a hard T g now Then he said, my sweetheart
pencil, & e e e
a5y 10 rub the impressions away t 'some ret = Then they sang again the song tl
jat are spoken with envy and malice
i A e
X ; ne_ and victory won MY COUNTRY.
nd wields the pencil with hate and With the \L»g (h'\ TR \\ch In -Lc‘vm living there 1 make my home,
suspicion, matter wher f
The fines are made deep o that one can recall " RECONCILED. Or where T chanced to ro
Take heed, of this council and this grim adm Then let us cheerfully acquiesce T've wandered much this world a
ition Andidothe Aneath the high blue dome,
And think of the writing on Belshazzer’s wall Y "” ““‘*‘\ find in ti Still where T make my living, there T make
It 1o be a man. | "my home,
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Musie to all songs in the Lewis Musical Museum can be obtained direet from the

Publisher
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Somewhere In France 2

3 Special War Edition

For other war songs see the Lewis Musical Museum N
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CAPTAIN-( GENERAL §IMONS OF THE

Words and. rusic St AR e
850 Stroet, N. Y., Author and Publisher,
ightea 1918
Lessig kept a shoe store
down on Hudson Stree
When the war broke out_he volunteered
And got in with boih feet
He said T1l be no piker
Wihen he saffed across the sea
And i should come back again
Theyll all be proud of me.
Chorus.
Now he's captain-general Simons of the U.S.A
Well you ought to see the diamonds that the
girls display
When he's comiig down the street then they all
0 out to meet him.
They're dressed up in
« royal greeti
Tor he's ca al'Simons of the U. §. A
All the wn now smile as they pass By and say
Hoors
For he's go Il excited and he's got them
' tclighted,
r he's captain-general Simons of the U. S, A,

their latest and he gets

Now Si was just one of these chaps
That's looking for a chance
said e did'nt care a rap
e should die in France
aid be'd go in with the boys

Alexander the great took command of the Mace-

donian army under the rank of ca, eral.

A BRUTAL FOE DOES THEE ASSAIL.
Tune: Maryland, My Maryland.

aptain-g

Maryland

With 2ycs b1 bats ar fst of mail,
Maryland, My Marylan

He seeks 10 rule vith aight and dest

Secks to crush out freedom's breath
Jm nothing good on ¢ b is Teft,

aryland, ,\|_\ Mar,

m, come and fight again once more

JMaryland, My Maryland,

l xI \l\ \I.m\.mrl
Oh come again once more and fght
And try to stay a tyrant's blight,
That \u‘ m five in lrrcdnnn lvg,h(
Maryland, My Maryland.
Uh mmc @ M h;h( [nr 1!1 we love
nd, ryland,
nd God above,
Marylas \u .\l.lnL\ul
Ot come again and fight like men
And drive the K yr in his den
That we may live in peace again,
Maryland, My Marylan

MY DEAR OLD GEORGIA HOME.
Words and Musio by Nathan L. Lewis, 123 ast
SSth Strest, N. ., Author and Publisher,

Copyrighted 191,

When night upon the day is falling,
Between the gloam and la

Dear scencs of olden, days recalln
Wayedown in my dear old Ge (vrm.x state,

cross the en f

“The small birds ag

My dear old
(e Catamesiis o aiting here.

Chorn
Eyery day there scems umnmvu

yearning
r old Georgia home.
oam again s leaving,

The sun in the
i are cool and

song. of the distant. wireo'wil,
nce,is pleasant to_the vision
W l.m here i decp silence T repose.
1l

' my deat old Georgia home and those.

COLUMBIA, COLUMBIA, FIRST OF ALL.
Columbia, Columbia, first
e whole wide warld:
I be I hear thee call
I see thy starry flag unfurle
Let us raise our voice
No matter What' may me befall
God alone shall be our king,
Colurmbia, Columbia, first OF all

anc

i 5

Only the coward and wrongdoer flee,
While others will five and die to save
And make life better ou and x

0y o would ot dic with the bravel

AFTER THE WAR.
Tune: After The Ball,
War clouds are looming over
Troubles are brooding on every hand,
Darkness is nearing from shore to shore,
Soon will be clearing, after the war.
Chorus,

Aiter the war is over, aiter we spike the gun,
After we thinke that those were
ere full of gl
we had our sorrow
Then some real joy we may b

the da; wr»‘ that

After

there will be peace

wysaiter the war

Why then be grieving after the war
_ONLY IN THE WAY.
Why am T gl i ask me now
s hard to téll you why
Where e seems somehow
N ot T sed apply
When I was young and thought upon
ife then was bright and gay
WIS i T ol o o
And only in the way

Chaorus.

Only in the way, there's nothing more to

It makes no difference where 1 be, no one will
Jonger care for ‘me

I've no place now to stay

in the |

I'm now so old and
There's mf.mu now where I can go, I'm only
ified far

and life an (lvr”(~\ war
Whers (hesds oo s
Still some will find a quict
And end their life in play,
While mine has been a tros
And only in the way.

THE UNKNOWN STAR.
Words and Music by Nathan
Sth Stroet, N. ¥

cuwis, 123 Bast
Author and Publisher,
Copyrighted 1915,
In a quiet Jittle hall room
saw a poor man the
His Tace it bore an anxious look
Of worry, work and care
With pencil, book and paper
e than began to write,
As 1 peered in the door at him,
1 thought o myself that night:
Chorus
There are stars that have not yet shown,
There are stars that are not yet known ;
No one seems to understand,
No one tries to lend a hand,
Some place_they are all alone
Without a friend or home
There is many a bright sia

shines to-night
In the sky that

t known,
While walking Dy the wayside,
aw a little girl
Witk oghing eves and rosy cheeks
air fell down in curls,
As T went on m:

I thought to myself how true.

THAT’S THE ADVICE THAT MY
FATHER GAVE.

Words and Music by Nathan L. Lewis, 123 East
SSth Street, N. Y., Author and Publisher
Copyrighted 1915,

When T was a boy my father would tel
How to suc 1d get along we
He told me \u m\,n try to do et

the advice that my father gave,
Chorus,

That's the advice that my father gave
p on a working and try to save,

Litc is a fight, in trouble be brave,

That's the advice that my father gave,

He said treat others as they treat you,

Avoid lenor you'll fall t

for cares and troubles et your mind e set,

l\up on trying and you'll get there yet

Ty

i and save,
That's the advice that my father gave

the whole fair land,

THE LAST OF THE KAISERS.
Copyrighted by
85t Strect,

Vathanw L. Lewis, 123 Ea;
Author and Publish;

It's the

Its all
The ciise of the
Will make his
1

last of the Kaisers,
e whole world

aise he to God
“For Hell never come back.
Tty the fast o

peace

trials and no nrm\ e,
No sorrow

The plagtie of the people
Will ne'er come again,

1t's the fast of the K
Oh say what a joy

The people no longer

fea

sers,

nt, deceitiul
one of his specches the Kaiser s
sidering myself, s I do, the
I go on wiy way

THE YANKEES ARE COMING.

Words and Music by Nathin L Lewis. 13

St Street, N Author and Publishe
Copyrighted 1915

We're camping on the cold,
Glory

1d ground,
¢ old ho down,
Glory
Therg's 3 ,muw va]hm us 10 go,
Glory Hallel
T8 s e e the long long road,
There's glory here for all
s
ng road, hut we're coming,
coming, yes we're comig,
Yes we're coming, ves we're coming,
And we won't be very long.
16 a long, long road, but we're coming,
, ves we're coming,
we're coming, we're

Xnd we won't be
Listen to the war
Glory Hallelujah.
He's looking at the wind's great wing,
Glory, Glory, Glory, Glory
Tell me now what docs he say,
Glory Hallelujah.
Will you come with me, will you come and sce,
here’s glory here for all
He walks on the wings of

Veryidang
or sing,

he wind”

THE CONQUEST OF THE AIR.
Copurighted by Nathan L Lowis, 123 East
S8th Street, Author and Publisher
Sec him now mn in the heavens,
a star
the raven,

atherless cagle,
aking his way in the sky
Like a hare that's pursued by a beagle;
t last we have learned how to fly
Star of our hope still pursuing
Coy science
Tach day

¢ winds and the waters,
cat through the mour
Oh come now thou lovelicst of ¢
With the wings of the winds let us stand.
THE WAR IN POLAND.
Tn the cold Carpathians’ dreary waste,
e hungry wolf is going,
And secks for those that left in haste
d the bitter cold and snowi
Wi B e e SO
_ From a home that's left
Mo find amid the heartless war
A death that's ever kinder.

WHEN WE MARCH INTO OLD BERLIN.
Tune: “Swmiles’—Cherus
There is nothing so dear as h((d!‘”\
There is nothing so dear to m
| The dearest thing that I could see t
Is to know the whole world now is free.
'or we're fighting now for all th  people,
| Andwe pever stop until we win,
Well hang the Kaiser to the steepie
hen we munh m\(v old Berlin,
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